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Probably Spenser had it in his mind that the artist,
the waiter and the little party of newcomers who had
followed them in, were all French. At any rate, he
did not spare his language.
"What the hell is the meaning of this, Granet?" he
demanded. "What devilish trick are you up to now?"
"Enjoying a very excellent luncheon, which I hope
you are not going to spoil,*3 was the calm reply* "You
needn't shout like that, either. I have perfectly good
hearing/'
"Where is Lady Grassleyes?"
Granet did not attempt to frame a reply to the
astonishing question. Whatever it was he had ex-
pected, it certainly was not this.
"I ask you again," Spenser shouted, "what is this
tomfoolery you have been up to?"
"Monsieur Suresne," Granet begged, "would it be
asking too much of you to tell me what this lunatic
means?"
"Mr. Spenser is naturally very much upset," the
detective explained. "It is probably not news to you
to hear that Lady Grassleyes has disappeared."
"Do you mean that her body has disappeared?"
"That is precisely what I do mean. Lady Grass-
leyes, owing to a dispute amongst the doctors, was
prepared *f or an examination to'be made upon her
at the Nice Central Clinic this morning. She had two
nurses in attendance last night. One of them, it is
true, evaded her duty and went out. The other was
discovered fast asleep. The body was removed from
the Clinic at some hour between two and five o'clock
this morning."